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the Hill's higher reaches as if it had been any ordinarv u
At the base of one of these ascents, however, he was s
arrested by the sight of a dusky figure leaning against a lo\\
wall The manner in which the outlines of the figure resolved
themselves into what surrounded it, into the soil, into the stone*
into the stone-crop, into the darkness, enabled Sam. though he
had the eye neither of a Rembrandt nor a Hardy, lo recognize
it for that of a woman. His poor head was so full of one par-
ticular woman that it was natural enough that his first thought
was: "She has come to mel" But he soon realised that the figure
was that of a lean, ungainly person, as totally unlike his Xell
as a raven is unlike a dove. It then came vaguely over him that
he had seen this person before and not very long ago either.
Who the devil did she make him think of? He stared sullenly
and gloomily at this solitary, motionless form till at last it
began to strike his mind that whoever it was it was someone who
had no wish to be watched. Then he knew in a flash who it was.
It was Cordelia Geard! Simultaneously with this knowledge it
came over him that Cordelia had been seated by the side of
that queer-looking devil from Old Jones' shop when he met her
in that funny Geard room. So that was it! She was waiting for
that fellow now. They were keeping company; and he'd left
her for a minute for some reason; probably to relieve nature.
They were no doubt prowling round the environs of Chalice
House. Her father had very likely been buying up these little
cottages. The shock of seeing Cordelia when he so little expected
it pulled his wits together with a jerk.
"God! how selfish of me to keep old Dad waiting for so
long! I must get back at once!"
He disappeared, and Cordelia, who had been watching him
from above, far more intently and nervously than he had been
watching her, breathed a sigh of relief.
She was alone again. "Shall I go on?" she thought, "or go
back? Crummie wants me. Mother wants me. Dad will be fussing
about me. If Mr. Evans comes and I'm out, he'll think my feelings
were hurt by the way he acted this morning. Oh, let them all want
me! I've been considerate to everybody too long. I've thought of
everybody except myself too long." She looked round, pondering.